II4                                   ELIZABETHAN  ENGLAND

And in that cittie what saw I then?
Knightes, Squires, and Gentlemen,
A shooting went for matches ten,

As if it had been at London.
And they shot for twentie poundes a bowe,
Besides great cheere they did bestowe,
I never sawe a gallanter showe,

Except I had been at London.

Yorke, Yorke, for my monie, &c.

These matches you shall understande,
The Earl of Essex took in hande,
Against the good Earle of Cumberlande,

As if it had been at London.
And agreede these matches all shall be,
For pastime and good companie,
At the city of Yorke full merily,

As if it had been at London.

Yorke, Yorke, for my monie, &c.

In Yorke there dwells an Alderman, which
Delights in shooting very much,
I never heard of any such

In all the cittie of London.
His name is Maltbie, mery and wise,
At any pastime you can devise,
But in shooting all his pleasure lyes,

The like was never in London.

Yorke, Yorke, for my monie, &c.

This Maltbie for the citties sake,

To shoote (himself) did undertake,

At any good match the Earls would make,

As well as they do at London.
And he brought to the fielde with him,
One Specke, an archer, proper and trim,
And Smith, that shoote about the pin,

As if it had been at London.

Yorke, Yorke, for rny monie, &c.

Then came from Cumberlande archers three,
Best bowmen in the North Countree,
I will tell you their names what they be,

Well known to the cittie of London.
Walmsley many a man doth knowe,
And Bolton how he draweth his bowe,
And Ratcliffe shooting long agoe,

Well knowne to the cittie of London.
Yorke, Yorke, for my monie, &c.

And the noble Earle of Essex came,

To the fielde himself to see the same,

Which shal be had for ever in fame,

As soone as I come at London.